THE FOUNTAIN	m
she dined, phrases from it came to her out of the conversa-
tion that surrounded her—a conversation principally in
French, for the burgomaster was French by sentimental
allegiance, being one of those Dutchmen who are not
content to be Dutch. After dinner, in the long room where
coffee was served, he lifted his eyes over his cigar and said
that Madame de Narwitz—if she would permit an old
bachelor his privilege—grew lovelier every day, like the
princesses in the fairy-books.
"But to become lovelier implies a change," she said.
"What change do you see?"
"Well," he began, "this evening	"
"No, do not tefl her of this evening," Sophie interrupted.
"You will pay her compliments and that will be dull. Tell
her what she was before you began to read the fairy-tale.
That will be interesting. You dined here on the evening
before the tennis tournament. What was she like then?"
"Shall I tell you?" he said to Julie, patting her hand in
what he hoped would pass for a fatherly manner. "Then,
my dear lady, you were the Sleeping Beauty. Now you are
Beauty awake. Tell me what has awakened you?"
"Have you forgotten the faiiy story?" JuUe said.
"A prince?"
She laughed. "But of course!"
"But where is he?"
"Do you not see him reflected in my eyes?"
He threw back his head with admirable good humour
and exclaimed in Dutch: "Myself! Ha! That is good! That
is very good! How I wish it were true—if again you will
permit a confirmed bachelor his privilege."
"The miracle you see can have been caused only by
your presence," she replied, "for I am sure it exists only
in your imagination."
"Well said! Well said!" he cried. "Did you hear that,
Leyden? It is worth being snubbed with an eighteenth-
century grace." He laid his hand to his mouth, and behind
it said to Julie in a chuckling, shrewd aside: "If you weren't
so clever and so pretty I should almost believe you."
During the long, tedious evening on the balcony, while

